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That plead and swear on both sides ; he would stand

My counsellor, yet has not craft enough

To draw those enemies hence that watch us here

By tumult raised along the border side

For none to quell but Murray, who was bound

From Glasgow where he lies yet to Dumfries,

But halts to gather head and fall on us

When we set forth ; which by my private will

I would not yet., but that my kinsmen yearn

To bid him battle and with victory won

Seize to themselves the kingdom by my hand,

Which they should wield then at their will, and wed

To their next heir's ; so should ye have their seed

For kings of Scotland, who were leagued ere this

With our main foes, and to their hands but late

By composition and confederacy

Would have given up my life to buy their ends

Even with the blood whose kinship in their veins

They thought should make them royal.

Argyle.                                            We must fear

These days that fleet and bring us no more strength
Bring to the regent comfort and good hope
From England of a quiet hand maintained
Upon the borders, and such present peace
As fights against us there upon his side
While he stands fast and gathers friends, who had
But common guard about him when your grace
Fled hither first, yet would not at the news
For dread of our near neighbourhood turn back
With that thin guard to Stirling; and by this